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In a word, it is Superior Generalship that will tell in
the end and decide the War."

In London, it is said, one need never have an idle
moment. This proved only too true in our case: for
in sight-seeing, in going to theatres, in visiting
friends and picture-galleries, and in taking little
suburban trips, the fortnight we were there passed
all too swiftly and Christmas-day was almost within
sight. So one bright afternoon we left London for
our home in the country. What a magical trans-
formation was it, and in how short a time! But an
hour ago we were speeding in a taxi to Paddington
amid the rush and hurry of an Imperial city and now
as if by magic we were transferred to the peace and
solitude of an English countryside. There's a healing
in the country-air, says a poet; and if ever I felt it,
I felt it that afternoon as we alighted on our little
village-station and walked home amid the old
familiar scenes of six years ago. How well I remem-
bered every curve and turn of that walk! The old
stile, the scented pathway, the uneven hedgerow
along the road, the dear familiar click of the gate-
latch, and the cherry-tree still standing guard by my
window as of old. A cheery fire was burning to give
me a warm welcome home and to complete it there
qame the maid With tea and cakes. The following two
days we were busy visiting the poor of our neigh-
bourhood and taking them their Christmas-gifts.
" Mother " made the puddings at home and herself
collected the woollen odds and ends for the old and
feeble. I liked to watch and loved to take part in
these dearly-cherished customs of old England and it